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A  Companien  for  the  Rail,  the  Roady  and  the  -Steam  Boat;  the  Tourist  for  Pleasure y 
and  the  Man  of  Business  ;  and  calQulated  to  beguile  pleasantly 
the  leisure  hours  of  all. 


Man  the  life  boat 

The  fast  man 

Hjie  green,  green  moss 

Jeannette's  farewell  to  Jeann^t 

Jeannbt  and  Jeannette 

Oh  !  bless  dat  lubly  yaller  gal 

The  daughter  of  Israel 

The  steam  cigar 

I  first  loved  thee 

Hold  Jack,  the  sailor,  here  I  come 

Nancy  of  Bristol 

Home  of  my  childhood 

The  gipsy  Cnild 

The  Sailor  boy 

I  must  come  out  next  spring,  mama 

Come  o^er  the'sea 

Lesbia  hath  a  beaming  eye 
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The  death  of  Wolfe 
The  three  flies 
Fly  not  yet 

Ocean !  great  washerwoman 

While  pensive 

Poor  Joe,  the  marine 

Thou  art  gone  from  my  gaze 

Why  are  you  wandering  here  I  pray 

The  red  cross  knight 

The  old  clock 

Thb  tar  of  all  weather 

Oh !  May  is  the  month  for  me 

Can  1  forget  those  silent  tears 

The  mata  1  adore 

Rose  and  the  lily 

1  ne’er  shall  forget  the  sad  moments 
Ve  parted 


The  Cavalier 

Black  Ey’d  Susiannah 

The  girl  of  my  heart 

There’s  a  gooid  time  coming, ^boys 

Song  of  the  Bacchanals 

The  token 

The  homes  of  England 
Shout  for  the  merry  gipsy  band 
Werry  ridiculous 
The  happy  days  gone  by 
The  cross  old  oachelor 
The  Chinaman  with  his  monkey 
nose 
Joe  and  Bet 

In  happy  moments,  • 

My  N  aanie,  O  ^ 

Sally  in  our  alley 
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THE  EAILWAY  SONGSTER. 


Man  the  Life  Boat. 

Man  the  life  boat,  man  the  life  boat ! 

Help,  or  yon  ship  is  lost ! 

Man  the  life  boat,  man  the  ^ife  boat ! 

See  bow  she’s  tempest- tost : 

No  human  power,  in  such  an  liour. 

The  gallant  bark  can  save  ; 

Her  mainmast  gone,  and  hurrying  on,. 

She  seeks  her  watery  grave. 

Man  the  life  boat,  man  the  life  boat !  • 

See  the  dread  signal  flies. 

Ha  !  she  has  struck,  andlTrom  the  rock 
Desparing  shouts  arise ; 

And  one  there  stands,  and  wrings  hfe  hands, 
Amid  the  tempest  wild, 

For  on  the  beach  be  cannot  reach,  . 

He  sees  his  wife  and  child. 

Man  the  life  boat,  man  the  life  boat ! 

Now  ply  the  oats  amain. 

Your  pull  be  strong,  your  stroke  be*  long, 
Or  all  will  yet  be  in  vain ! 

Life-saving  ark,  yon*doomed  bark, 
Immortal  souls  doth  beat ; 

Nor  gems,  nor  gold,  nor  wealth  untold. 
But  men — brave  men  are  there ! 

Speed  the  life  boat,  speed  the  IHe  boat ! 

Oh,  God !  their  efforts  crown  j 
She  dashes  on,  the  ship  is  gone 
Full  forty  fsthoms  down  ! 

Ah,  see  the  crew  are  struggling  now, 

Amid  the  billows’  roar  f 
There  in  the  boat,  they’re  all  afloat. 
Hurrah !  they’re  gained  the  8h(Mre» 


The  Fast  Man. 

Air.— The  Dustman.” 

SOME  folks  may  talk  of  sense,  egad. 
Who  holds  a  snobbish  station,] 
But  I’m  a  gent,  and  so  have  had 
A  slap-up  education. 

My  teaching  alWays  was  ftrst-rate, 

I’m  sure  my  manners  show  it ; 

I  rather  think  I’m  **  up  to  snuff,” 

And  well  know  how  to  go 


They  call  me  that  Bndb  Phipps,”  His  clear. 
Who  are  for  fun  the  last  man , 

But  by  a  coincidence  queer. 

Why  I’m  the  first  of  fast  men. 

Small  is  the  rim  all  round  my  hat, 

And  collar  oil  my  coat,  sirs. 

And  narrow  too,  but  that’s  to  show 
The  blue  is  round  my  throat,  sirs. 

I  always  carry  a  short  stick. 

In  fine  or  rainy  weather. 

My  short  dress-boots  are  quite  the  kick, 

Of  cheaply  varnished  leather. 

They  call  me,  &c. 

At  Julliert’s  Or  Laurent’s  His  I 
Kicks  up  the  greatest  riot ; 

I  hate  the  muffs  who  hithef  gO 
Just  only  to  keep  quiet. 

A  cheap  cigar  I  name  a  weed, 

I  love  a  jolly  row,  sirr, 

A  dinner  I  must  call  a  feed,’' 

And  patronise  cheek  troUsers. 

They  calf  me,  <fec. 

A  little  drink  gets  in  my  head. 

And  glasses  then  I  may  break, 

I  never  like  to  go  to  bed. 

But  always  seek  the  day  break. 

At  cribs”  and  **  finishes”  I  sup, 

And  though  they  think  it  snobby, 
suit  that’s  what  I  call  flaring  up. 

To  come  it  rather  nobby. 

They  call  me, 

The  Green,  Green  Moss. 

Air. — The  Ivy  Green.’’ 

A  DELICATE  thing  is  the  green,  green 
moss,. 

That  clings  to  the  crufhbling  wall — 

Its  mother’s  the  dkmp  from  me  coldi  cold 
earth — 

The  air  we  itksire  may  caU — 

For  ’tis  fed  by  the  breeze  With  the  tiny  dus^* 
And  drinks  of  the  eve’s  soft  tears — 

And  daintily  spreads  forth  its  emerald  erust 
O’er  ffie  stone  that  had  niursedf  it  for  years. 
And  living  on  the  rich  man’s  loss, 

A  tale  is  told"  by  the  green,  green  moss. 

And  Ifving,  4rc. 
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It  creeps  o’er  the  tombs  of  the  bold  and 
brave, 

That  crumble  to  dust  alone — 

And  spreadeth  a  shroud  o^er  the  poor  man’s 
grave. 

Which  not  e’en  a  friend  will  own, 
silently  telleth  how  pride  decays, 

And  how  vain  that  pride  bas  been  ; 

And  the  mouldering  towers  of  ancient  days. 
It  lovetb  to  mantle  in  green. 

Glorying  in  the  rich  man’s  loss, 

A  tale  is  told  by  the  green,  green  moss. 

Glorying,  <fec. 

A  carpet  is  spread  o’er  the  marshy  bed. 
Where  forests  embedded  rest. 

And  mildly  it  raises  its  delicate  bead. 

From  the  mouldering  princely  crest ; 

And  the  fair  green  moss  on  the  old  church 
spire 

Tells  how  bright  a  lif©  mpy  be ! — 

When  age  rings  the  curfew  to  quench  youth’s 
fire, 

Tf  the  heart  from  the  guilt  be  free  ; — 
Rising  on  the  ruined  loss. 

How  true  a  J;8(le  tells  the  green,  green  moss. 

Rising,  <fec. 


Jeanneile^s  farewell  to  Jeannot. 

YOU  are  going  far  away,  far  away  from 
poor  Jeannette, 

There  is  no  one  left  to  love  me  now,  and 
you  loo  may  forget; 

But  my  he^rt  will  still  be  with  you,  wherever 
you  may  go — 

Can  you  Ibok  me  in  the  face,  and  say  the 
sa^me  Jeannot  ? 

When  you  wear  the  jacket  red,  and  the 
beautiful  cockade, 

I  fear  that  you  will  then  forget  the  promises 
you’ve  made ; 

With  your  gun  upon  your  shoulder,  and  a 
bayonet  by  your  side. 

You’ll  be  taking  some  proud  lady  and  be 
making  her  your  bride. 

When  glory  leads  the  way,  you’ll  be  madly 
rushing  on. 

Never  thinking,  if  they  kill  you,  that  my 
happiness  is  gone : 

Should  you  win  the  day,  perhaps  a  general 
you’ll  be, 

Though  I  shall  be  proud  to  hear  it,  what 
will  become  of  me  ? 

Oh  \  were  I  queen  of  France,  or,  wh^t’a 
better.  Pope  of  Rome, 
have  no  fighting  men  abroad,  no  weeping 
maids  at  home  ^ 


All  the  world  should  be  at  peace,  and  should 
kings  assert  their  right, 

I’d  have  those  who  make  the  quarrel,  he  the 
only  men  that  fight. 

7}  TtT - 

JednrtM' hhd  Jeannette. 

CHEER  up,  cheer  up,  my  own  Jeannette, 
though  far  away  I  go, 

In  all  the  changes  I  may  see.  I’ll  be  the 
sameJeanhot;  ^ 

And  if  1  win  both  fame  and  gold,— >ah.!  be 
not  so  unkifid, 

To  think  1  could  forget  you  in  the  home  I 
leave  behind. 

There’s  not  a  lady*  in  the  land,  and  if  she 
were  a  queen, 

Could  win  my  heart  frbmr.jyou  Jeannette  so, 
true  as  you  have  been. 

They  must  have  gallant  Warriors  ; — cbaiice 
liath  cast  the  lot  on  me, 

But  mind  you  this,  the  soldier,  love,  shall 
no  deserter  be. 

Why,  ever  since  the  world  began,  the  surest 
.  road  to  fame 

Has  been  the  battle-field,  where  men  un¬ 
known  might  win  themselves  a  name; 
And  well  I  know  the  brightest  eyes  have 
ever  brighter  shone, 

When  looking  at  some  warrior  bold  returned 
from  battles  won  ; 

And  you  would  put  an  end  to  deeds  which 
ladies  loye  so  well. 

And  have  no  tales  of  valoVir  l^ft  for  history 
to  tell; 

The  soldier’s  is  a  noble  trade,  Jeannette, 
then  rail  no  more. 

Were  only  kings  allowed  to  fight,  tbete’d  be 
an  end  of  war. 


Oh  !  bless  dat  luhly  Yaller  Gal. 

H  !  bless  dat  lubly  yaller  gal, 

Dat  some  folks  call  Miss  Dinah  ; 
Oh!  pity  me  ye  niggars  all,  ^ 

An'  tell  me  whar  I  can  find  her. 

Oh  !  now  she’s  gohe^an’  left  me, 

For  fear  dat  Jl.  migbt^fiarnib^Br ; 

To-day,  arter  to  morrow, 

She’s  gone  to  Alabama.  i  \ 

Her  hqir  is  like  de  shining  .silkj  v  :  ^  r  ^ 
She’s  fat  afi!’ rpund  as  *rorus[}  ^ 

She  feeds  ujpQn  g^d  niush  au’  ipUfe,!  .  ‘  / 

An’  morus  mulficorus.,  / 

Oh!  now  she’s  gone  an' left  me, ^ 

My  hekrt  is  \ 

I’ll  find  soine  odqr  yaller  gal, 

An’  I’ll  marry  her  to-morrow^ 


THS  rRAlLWAT  SONOSTSir;  .  '  ^ 


The  Daughter  of  Israel,  '  - 

Ad  AUGHTBRof  Israel  s^t  by  a  itrean^ 
And  the  watt’s  rollUmurinurijigpby  ; 
Like  the  shadows  that  flit  o^er  the  soul  in  a 
dream,  /  • 

Or  the  storui  clouds  that  darken  the  sky. 
The  clear  light  that  shone  in  her  mild  beam¬ 
ing  eye,  . 

ProclaimM  her  as  one  of  the  free  ; 

And  these  were  the  words  that  she  breathed 
with  a  sigh,  v 

I  weep  land  of  Judah  for  thee»^* 

The  thunder  roarM  loud,  but  she  heeded  not 
•  that,  ^  ’  * 

She  thought  bn  the  laud  of  the  brave ; 
And  still  by  the  waters  she  mournfully  sat. 
Till  the  stream  billowed  high  in  a  wave ; 
And  as  she  departed,  this,  this  was  her  lay. 
Farewell  to  the  land  of  the  free ; 

No  longer  thy  children  th^  tiuibrel  shall  play, 
I  weep,  land  of  Judah,  for  thee  I 


The  Steam  Cigitr. 

a 

\  SONG  ril  sing,  a  regular  joker, 
jljL  Of  a  man,  a  Wrible  smoker  ^ 

He  smoked  away  from  night  till  morn, 

*Tis  said,  he  smoked  as  soon  as  born. 

Ri  too  ral,  <fec. 

He  tried  Havatthah,  Cuba  tobf 

He  tried  tobacco,  none  would  do  ;  T 

To  please  him  none  of  them  did  seem. 

So  he  had  a  eigar  to  smoke  by  steam. 

Ri  too  ral,  c&c. 

He  lit  his  cigar,  and  he  puffed  the  sihoke 
Wth  such  force,  that  it  a  window  broke  5, 
the  heat,  it  Was  so  strong, 

He  burnt  the' folks  as  he  walked  along. 

^  *  RI  too  rat,  <fec. 

li  burnt  away  to  his  heart’Sjdeske.:,  . 

Some  people  thought  the  world  on  fire  ^ 

And  if  hfe  went  out 'wheb  it  Chahfeed  to  fiin> 
His  lighted  cigar  dried  ft  iip  again.  * 

Ri  too  ral,  <feci 

When  inta  a  room  his  nose  he  pokes. 

The  all  cry  ou,t  .**  The  chimney  smokes  1^’ 
Axid  then  his  ciga^  makes  sui^  a  smell,  r 
That  the  jieople  declare  it’s  just  like  — ^ — ! 

’Tis  said  in  London  jc—and  this  is  up  joke,r-i.' 
’Tis  he  that  makes  us  in  si^h  a  smoke ; 
When  of  a  night  he’saeen  from  afar,,  , 

ELt’s,  taken  by  all  for  the  evening  star.. 

Ri  too  ral,.  <&c. 


One  day,  when  oii  thai  Monument  top. 
Folks  thought  him  a  eomet,  just  going  to 
drop,  VI 

And  some  saw  from  afor  the  sight,  . ; 
And  thought  it  was  the  heaybh’s  alight. 

Ri  too  ral;  <fec- 

He  smoked  away  to  bis  heart’s  desfre. 

Till  death  appeared  and  quenched  bis  fire : 
He  put  out  his  cigar  for  a  hit  of  a  lark. 

And  then  at  once  extiDguished  the  spark. 

Ri  too  ral,  cfec.- 


I  first  loved  thee. 

AS  steals  the  dew  along  the  flow’r. 

So  stole  thy  smile  on  me ; 

I  cannot  tell  the  day  nor  hour, 

I  first,  I  first  loved  thee  1’ 

But  now,  ill  every  scene  and  clime. 

In  change  of  grief  or  glee, 

I  only  measure  from^tbe  time 
1  first,  I  first  laved  thee ! 

I  only  measure, 

The  wide  world  has  one  only  spot,  ^ 
Where  I  would  wish,  would  wish  to  be; 
Where  all  the  rest  of  life  forgot, 

I  first,  I  first  loved  thee ! 

But  now,  in  ev’ry  scene  and  clime. 

In  change  of  grief  or  glee, 

I  only  measure  from  the  time 
1  first,  I  first  loved  thee ! 

I  only  measure,  &c. 


Bold  Jackj  the  sailor,  here  I  come.. 

Bold  Jack,  the  sailor,  here  I  come, 

Pray  how  d’ye  like  my  nib;  .  ' 

My  trowsers  wide,  my  trampers  rum. 

My  nab,  and  flawing  jib  ? 

I  sail  the  seas  from  end  to  end. 

And  leads  a  joyous  life  : 

In  every  mess  I  find  a  friend. 

In  every  port  a  wife. 

I’ve  heard  them  talk  of  constancy. 

Of  ^tel,  aqd  such  like  fun. 

I’ve  consk^t  been  to  ten,  cried  I,  , 

But  never  grieved  for  one.  ^ 

The  flowing  sails  we  tars  unbend, 

Te  lead  a  jovial  life*: 
jn  every  mess  to  find  a  friend. 

In  every  port  a  wife. 

J[,’ye  A  spanking  wife  at  Pbrtsinoiith 
’  A  pigmy  at  Goree, 

An  orange-tawny  lip  the  Straitay, 

A  black  at  Bt.  Lucie.. 
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Thus  whalsommv  covrse  I  bend, 

1  leads^  a  jovial  life : 

In  every  mess  1  find  a  friend. 

In  every  porta.  wUe« 

Will  Gaft,  by  death,  was  ta’en  abaci:, 

1  came  to  bring  the  news ; 

Poll  whimpered  sate>~bat  wfaatldid  Jack 
Why,  stood  in  WiUiaar^s  shoes. 

She  cut,  I  cashed,  bot  in  the  end 
She  loved  me  as  her  lifet' 

And  so  she  got  an  honest  friend. 

And  I,  a  loving  wife. 

Thus*be  we  sailors  all  the  go, a 
On  fortune’s  sea  we  rub ; 

We  work,  and  love,  and  fight  the  foe. 
And  drinks  the  generous  bub : 

Storms  that  the  mast  to  splinters  rend, 
Can’t  shake  our  jovial  life : 

Jn  every  mess  we  find  a  friend. 

In  every  port  a  wife. 


Nancy  of  Bristol. 

Xp  A51EWELL,  ray  dearest  Nancy, 

Jl  Since  1  to  the  seas  must  go : 

If  the  wind  should  blow  hard^  my  boys. 
As  God  will  have  it  so. 

The  fishes  in  the  ocean 
Shall  my  companions  be, 

Since  so  being  is  a  pleasure, r*- 
None  has  my  heart  but  thee^ 

Our  goodly  ship  lay  beating 
All  on  the  English  shore : 

We  hoisted  up  our  top-saUs, 

As  we  have  done  before. 

We  weighed  our  anchor  briskly,  boys. 
Then  we  set  sail  for  sea :  . 

Our  goodly  ship  she  ran  aground,— 
Sweet  girl !  I  thought*on  thee. 

Our  gQodly  ship  lay  beating 
All  on  the  English  shore : 

We  put  into  Cork  hgrbour. 

And  stayed  a  month,  or  more. 

The  wind  it  did  blow  hard,  my  boys, 

All  things  ran  cross  with  me : 

Whene’er  I  put  my  foot  on  shore. 

Sweet  Girl  1  I  thought  On  thee. 

So  fare  you  well,  Co.rk*  harbour. 

For  Gibraltar  sailed  we, 

From  thence  unto  New  York, 

From  thence  unto  Virginia. 

Where  there  were  line  towns  and  places. 
And  pretty  gl*ls,  I  see:^ 

Bpt  of  all  the  women  in  the  world. 
There's  none  I  love  but  thee. 


So  fare  VivgilMar 

^Tis  you  1  leave  behind ; 

And  steer  my  Orarae  toiBfistal, 
Somecomlorifor 
Thoi^  lane  and  despair. 

While  she  sat  on  my  knee^  ' 

But  of  all  the  wcnnen  in  the iworid,' 

None  has  my  heart  b&^  sbcu 

Homf  qf  Childhood.  ./ 

OME  of  childhood !  tho’  F  leave  thee, 
Thougbls  of  thee  will  haunt  me 
Scene  of  former  peace  mxi  pleiiaure, 
Thou’lt  be  dear,  roam  where  I  will. 

I  shell  see  thy  wild  wc^s  waving. 

Tread  thy  verdant  vale  once  more 
All  that  binds  my  heart  unto  thee, 

Mem’ry  can  and  will  restore. 

Home  of  childhood,  <&c« 

Still  sweet  spot  I  linger  near  thee, 

Tracing  ev’ry  path  I  lovhl, 

When  in  life’s  glad,  rosy  morning, 

Full  of  hope  and  joy  1  rov’d. 

Now  farewell,  wild  wood  aad  vhlley, 

All  that  first  my  fancy  knew ; 

Home  of  cbUdirood !  thus  1  bless  thee. 
Take  wi A  tears  my  last  adkm. 

Home  of  childhood, 


The  Gipsy  Child. 

E  grows  like  the  young  oak,  healthy 
and  broad. 

With  no  home  but  the  forest,  no  bed  but 
the  sward ; 

Half  naked  he  wades  in  the  limpid  stream. 
Or  dances  about  in  the  scorching  beam. 

The  dazzling  glare  of  the  banquet  sheen, 
Hath  never  faU’n  on  him  1  ween  ;. 

But  the  fragraots  are  spread,  and  the  wood 
fire  pil'd. 

And  sweet  is  the  meal  of  the  Gipsy  Child. 

He  wanders  at  large,  while  maidens  admire 
His  raven  air  and  hia  eyes  of  fise  ; 

They  mark  his  cheeks’  rich  tawny  hue 
With  the  deep  carnation  flushing  thro’. 

He  laughs  aloud,  and  they  covet  bis  teefii. 
All  pure  and  white  as  their  own  pearl  wreath ; 
But  the  courtty  dame,  and  the  maiden  mild. 
Will  turn  to  gaze  on  Ae  Gipsy  Child. 

Up  with  the  sun  he  is  roving  akmg,  - 
Whistling  to  mimfc  tbebtecfcbird’s  seng; 
He  wanders  at  night/hll  to  startle  the  owl. 
And  is  baying  again  to  the  wafclh»deg’s 
bowl. 
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Hifl  Uml»  aM  iwbt6kIfdyvW>f^  i*  i 
He  is  free  froth  the  evils  of  laMibn  and  gold^ 
His  dower  is  scanty  and  Ms  4ife  is  wild  $ 

But  kiogs,inifbt  eiM7  the  CMM, 


The  Sailot  Bqy.  ‘ 

I-  WILL  think  of  my  love  in  the  moon- 
yi^L  #  fi 

And  my  love  will  think  of  BBe» 

And  I’ll  wv^t  bim  a  sigh  on  tho  light  krecM» 
And  bo’ll  hreath  one  to  beav’n  Aw  me. 

Dear  to  me  is  tbe  sailor  boy» 

His  pride  I  have  promised  to  be ; 

And  he’s  gono.  ,mr  away  on  tbe  dark  Uue 
To  seek  a  nuto  gift  Aw  toe*  [see 

He  said  be  wOnld  Itrihg  ine  a  c^et  of  gold> 
A  nd  pearls  to  deck  my  hair ; 

But  bis  bear!  Is  tbe  oaly  tioasare  I  prize, 
His  love  is  tbe  gem  1  will  wear. 

Then  speed  to  tte  swoUMg  oail, 

As  it  boonde  o^er  tbe  daneiiig  wave  { 

And  blessings  attend  on  the  little  baric 
That  brings  hoine  my  sailor  brave. 


I  must  comt  tnt  next  Spring,  Mama. 

I  MUST  come  out  next  spring,  mama, 

I  must  come  out  next  spring,  mama : 


To  keep  me  loagbr  at  the  school 
Would  be  a  cruel  thing. 

I’m  just  the  sge  Of  Tatty  Tage, 

Who  left  Us  last  half-year ; 

And  Emma  Knight,  that  horrid  fright, 
Does  not  borne  bade,  I  bear. 

I  must  come  od^  Ac. 

Last  Easter  Ball,  Matilda  Hall 
By  nuily  a  beau  was  seen  | 

And  it  will  be  Epiphany 
Before  she  is  sixteen^ . . 

I’ve  measured  oft  with  Carry  Croft, 

Who’s  full  two  inches  shorter ; 

And  though  His  knevrar  she’s  not  foil  grown} 
She  leaves  the  present  quarter. 

I  must  eouM  oat,  Ae. 

To-dajr  I  ween,  I  aih  slxte«r,~ 

Mama,  you  kooty  ’tiS  true  j  * 

By  all'I’m  told  Tm  much  tob  Old 
For  mtiybing  two.  and  two. 
llieae  colour’d  frocks— It  redly nhocks 
So  tall  a  girl  to  wdar, 

1  will  Abt  go  to  ^imlico 
Again,  I  do  declare  I 

I  most  coma  out,  Ac. 


We  walk  a  mile  In  dnuhlo  AM? 

Some  twenty  conplea  deep)  ^ 

Tbe  coaches  they  to  as  give  way 
Just  like  a  flock  of  ahiMi. 

At  sfac  we  rise,  with  baif«shut  eyee. 

At  two  o’clock  we  dine } 

Warm  water  mixed  with  milk  at  aix^ 

And  go  to  bed  at  nine ! 

I  moat  come  out,  Aev 

’Tis  true  I  learn  of  Oscar  Bynie 
The  waltz  and  glhip,  too ; 

Yet  what  tbe  deuce  can  be  tbe  use 
Of  dancti^  as  I  do? 

My  constant  bean  is  Miss  Prevost, 

’Tis  time  I  should  demur } 

We've  danced  till  shC  is  sick  of  mb 
And  I  am  dek  of  her  I 

t  must  cotae  out,  Ac. 

No  more  with  bread  and  bailer  fed ; 

.  I’ll  burn  -ray  {dnafoie  $ 

I’ll  leave  off  cake,  and  .cease  to  make 
A  curtjfcy  s!t  foe.door. 

Mama,  indeed  there  is  no  netd 
To  teaise  me  loni^  so  t 
You  cannot  see  a  girl  like  me 
Go  back  to  Pimlicol 

I  will  come  out,  Ac. 


Come  o’er  ike  Sea* 

BRIGHTLlPthe  mdon,  love, 

Gleanw  o’eir  the  aeo ; 

O’er  the  Lagoon,  love. 

Come,  come  with  ipe ; 

Far  from  tte  world  ,  o’er  the  waters  wo’U’ 
roam,  . 

Seeking  delight  oh  aome  green  idasd  bOme  j; 
Then,  conye,  time  smllea  for  thee  and  me,  ' 
And  pleasure  cafls,  love,  for  o’er  the  sea.- 

Fear  not  the  storm,  love, 

.  Heed  not  the  wave  1  . 

Hope’s  star  shall  light  ns— 

Tempests  to  brave. 

While  in  each  other’s  fondlooks  We  repose, 
Love,  tHtb^oU  aeas,  and  soft  wieds  shall 
disclose.  * 

Then,  .come,  time  smiles  AW  ttiee  and  me. 
And  pfeasore  odls,  lore,  f«r  o’er  tbe  sea. 

Life’t.  out  a  breath,  love, 

Fortnoea  mu  change.! 

Ne’er  can  out  hearts,  love, 

Their  truth  eatrann,.  (steer. 

Closer  wVll.eling  qaik  smrowii  and 
Nestling  like  birnil  when  the  tasoi^t  Is ’near . 
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Wake  from  fhy  slambera, 

Wake,  love,‘’awake ;  '  ' 

Haste  o*er  the  waters,  . 

Ere  morning  break. 

Night  and  the*bioonbeaiins  invite  ns  tO  ^ee, 
O'er  the  glad  waterh,  O  fiy^  iove,  with  me. 
Then,  come,  love,  cometb  sbme  siin-bfl^ht 
isle,  ■  "  •• 

Where  peace  and  pleasnte  ever  smile. 

.  •  '•  '  'ir  . '  ■ 

Leshia  hath  a  beaming  *tye,  ' 

LESBIA  hath  a  bean^in^  feye, 

But  no  one  knows  for  who^  it  beameth  ; 
Right  and  left  its  arrows  fly,  ‘ 

But  what  they  aim  at  no  one  dreameth  ; 
Sweeter  ^tis  to  gaze  upon 
My  Nora's  lid  that  never  rises ; 

Few  its  looks,  hot  every  one 

Like  unexpected  light  surprises  ; 

Oh!  my  Nora  Crerna  dear ;  '  ^ 

My  gentle,  bashful  Nora  Creina; 

Beauty  lies  '  •.  / 

In  many  eyes. 

But  love  in  yours,  my  Nora  Greina. 


Lesbia  wears  a  robe  of  gcdd, 

But  all  so  close  the  ^rnj^  hath  laced  it. 
Not  a  charm  of  beauty's  mould 

Presumes  to  stieg^  where  nature  placed  it  • 
Oh!  my  Nora's  gown  (or  ^e, 

That^floats  as  wild  as  mountain  breezes, 
Leaving  every  heauty  free  ' 

To  sinlf.,pi*  swell  asfieaven  pleases ; 

Yes,  m;^.NQra 

My*  simple,  graceful  Nora  Creii^a  ; 
Nature's  dress 
Is  loveliness, 

The  dress  you  wear,  my  Nora  Creina.* 


Lesbia  bath  a  wit  refin'd : 

But,  when,  its  points  are  gleaming  round 
us, 

Who  can  tell  if  they're  design'd 
To  dazzle  merely^  or  to  wound  us  ? 
Pillow'd  on  my  Nora's  heart, 

In  safer  slumher  love  reposes  f — 

Bed  of  peace,  whose  roughest  part 
Is  but  the  crumpling  of  the  roses; 

Oh !  my  Nora  Ctellisi  dear, 

My  mildi  my  artJes^^'Noiia  Crefna  5 
Wit,  ttibhgh'Might, 
mth;p6ii:&h 

That  warms  your  eybs,  tny  Nora*  Greina. 


SHADSS  BritShftii*.  sohs’who.slAir’' 

In  hallowed  earth  S  or  in  the  deep  ! 
Spirits  of  patriotefdead— who  fall — 

Inspire  me^whiie  a  hdroV  fhtb  I  tell. 

••  r,  vi)  ‘  •  *'■  ':■■■  ‘.I 

The  martial  strife  is  heard  once  ikiore,  •.  ^  ’ 

Again  the  din  of  war  now' reigns,  v  ‘  ^ 
Oil  that  far-famed  Columbian;  shove,  ^  ; 

Where  blood  o'erflowed  Cebadldri  plains.  ‘ 
Wolfe,  dauntless  Wolfe,  who  boldfy  led 
Of  gallant  chiefs  a  patriot  band,  • 

And  in  the  arms  of  victory  bled 
•  For  ♦  Freedom  and  htt  hative  land  !' 

The  foe  did  thrice  his  force  display ;  •  ,  r  - 

Yet  thrice  was  colSfdhbtdcI  bnjthat  daj^. 

No  father  e'er  his  cbildfenioved, 

No  children  more  revered  sire. 

Beyond  what  Briton's  hero.proved, 

*Mid  OaUia's*fierce,  unceasing  fire ; 

His  shattered  leg  he  ealmljr  hinds,  - 

While  cheerly  ‘  Onward  I  ^  was  bis  cry-r* 
A  second  shot  his  heart  now  finds, 

And  victory  mourns  that  Wolfe  must  die ; 
Them  raise,  to:^hiin  the  patriot 
In  victory's  arms  who  fell  that  day. 


The  Three  Flies. 

^  INHERE  were  thiree  flies  pnee  on  a  time, 
X  Resolved  to  travel  aud.  change  their 
-clfme,  ....  ‘/.j...: 

For  neither  car^  fpr  fotbpr  pr  mptb^r^  , 
For^uncte,^npjr  auni,nor  sister,  nor 'brother. 
The  first  was  a  yellow  one,  the  second  was 
a  blue, 

And  the  third  Was  a  green  one  to  the  view: 

So  off  they  set  with  merry  bhmi 

And  told  their  parents  to  kiss  their  bumr; 

.  ‘  'l' ■  ij-  , 

CHORUS. 

i » '  - .  ’ 

But  tbejnitoo  wney  weteib,  h*ltr-T'  ir.ij-. 
1  can’t  8ing.if  j'ou.do.  laag^ }. 

So.sbnt  joui  nontb  and  list  to  me, 

I'iddle,  liddlejoiltjuid  tj^l^  l^d^e.!.., 

And  take  a  from  a  fljr,;.  o,,  .‘r/-  ‘ 

Don’t  give  toi  lux-u>Ty;'  ; '  ' 

They  had, not  gbt  far  M>ben  tt»e  y<lbw  ope 

'  Look  down,  my  boys,  a  dinner 
But  the  blue-bottle  ansVrbred-^^U^on 
word  ‘  * 

I  wes  nbtbihgbbt  a  farge  cow - 


i'l 


*  A  ill 

I’m  sure  it  looks  monstrous  fat ;  ^ 
aM  r  wlifi'ks  bow  f  iiirty  few  to  Davy.;^ ; 

If  bate  'some^  of  the  fifeh  •' 

But  the  others  too  dalbty  w^rfe  by  ban— '  . 
’  V  r  CunH  sihj^  <fecV 


Tili^W  ca^e  Ob  a  .butcher  shop* 

<  Ob  f  cm  !  ^  sajfs  ttiii  bliia-bottle,  ‘  he.re’s  a 
.  ^itreat,-:  -v  ■  '  ’  ''  '  •“'• 

I^nt  particularly  fond  of  butcher’s  meat,’ 
<^dit’  other i’  Says  he;  ‘th^  off  1  go, 

For  I  don’t  care  for  meat  you  know }  * 
But.b^toodainty  tfas  by  half— 

•  i,  7j»  1  can’t  sin^^c. 

Faf  off  thetf  ^  himself  hefl^ 

AUd  into*a  ^beer’s  shop  bb'^oed,  " 

And  there  he  play ’4  some  sauCy  rtgS, 

For  bb  danced  aibong*  the  stigar>  the  plbbis, 
and  figs;  ' 

The  day  being  hot,  he*toQk  a  whim/^ 

And  thought  in  some  treacle  he  should  like 
itoswim;  .  -  j  w 

■  ■  .  •  v!J  .  ■  :  : 

So,  without  considering  consequences,  in  he 

Arid  didn’t  stop  to  take  of  his.  clothes : 

But  the  treacle  Jie  found  was  too  thick 
half—  V  : 

*  1  can’t  sing,  4sC. 

^  .  '  -'I’  'r-'  ^  ‘ 

The  otiier  two  pase’d  by  the  dbor/ 
Andiieard  b  voice  they  heard  before; 

So  nearer  to  the  sound  thuy  got, 

Till  they  lighted  on  the  treacle  pot. 

There  him  alinbi^deld^  v 

An^. thus  to  hte*  the  blup-fbotUe  said-trif  p 

•'Ohl  Grei^hy,  all  yqur  j)owora,9^ii.’^t  save 


I  cfiu’t^aing,  dfc.  ;  > 


Now  ett  yo^ung  lUftOriiujlIiied 
Take  my  'advice  and  stay  at  f  - 
And  be  your  fortune  dry  qr  wet,  . 

Syr  coritont^^fi!  what' you  gqf  ; 

And  ’bout  trifles  make  np|rq^,  '' 

Firtoet  bn  bSa^ 

And  .ni^ap  whence  great  wdy'ott  ypu.’va 

Like  that  poor  fly  you’ll  ffo  to  ^ 

Fbr  bi^  l^dttrity  *wW"6y  half—  ^  ^ 

I  can’t  sing;  <lkc. 


Fly  nQi  jfeU  ^  i  . 

Fly  not  yet,  ’tis  jual  the  hour  : 

When  plpamreir  UkiS  ;  tile  iinidiiig^t 
flower,  !  «r>v 

That  scorns  the  eye  of  vulgurligbt«"i 
Begins  to  bloom  foi  sons  uf  nl^t,  r*  r  i 
And  ipaUb  who  lofre>  tbeiiaob^  iju  ' 
’Twas  but  to  Ueaa  tbeseihoiirsi  of  hhade; 
ThAt  beauty  and;  the  luouft^unera^lindde^  ' 
’Tls.  toen  their  soft  aUraptifim 
Set  the  tides  and  goblets  flowing.  , .  , 

Oh!  stay— obi 'staJM-  * 

Joy  soraeldotn  weaves  a" chfrtli;  '^  ‘ 

Like  this  to^ulghU  that;  dh  ^^^ 

To  break  its  links  so  soon 


In"  times  of  old,  ibrougn  Amnfioa’^^bcde; 
Thoi^h  Icy  cold  by  day  it  ran,  * 

Vet  stib;  like  souls  of  mirth  began 
To  burn  when  iftgtrTWdS  near ;  ^ 

And  thus  should;  wpmn’iihfff I®  looks 

At  noon  be  cbla  ffii  ^intei' brooks, 

I^or  kindle  Wl  |;he^ghl^  returnin* ,  i 
Bringg  th%  |;pbuf%ur/Qr.^|ibr^^  f 

Oh  !  stay— oh  I  stay— 

When  did  m^iu^jeyer  hreeki  ja 

And  find  supn  eyut^  awake  ^ ,  i 

As  those  thaJ  gpartle  Mre  ^  ^ 

,  .  ^  : . ' •  •r^TirriinTTii  0'w-»  ).:>!  i 

OceamJ  greatri  .  i 

-msoiTJi^xVhi  ^  • 

OCEAN  I  .  great  wa»herwopuyfl. 


When,  like  a  sfeeptog  snake,,,  \ 


is 


In  com^fpiijt;w^  ®W.^  W 
But  when  ^.«tofp3  l(^n 

.  0  >;  ti  !  - 

ocean indeed. ,  -# 

MEDLEY. 

“Dtf  Boatman 'Dunce.** 

The  sun  ii 


Rb%,  my  hbktmefl ,  re 
My  boatmen,  die 


And  we’^.all  W  a|)^4in^<;i'^ 
IJis^fffty'db'DO'atnien  lowj 

And  88  tbc;,.,r9,w,i.  bn^f  .^fn9*dibs  <i 
'ioy-rl,  sjse'.tnbnn  npw-^’ 
de  iKtittiniini  tip  to  eb’ry  ting. 


THB  «AI|#WAV 


<<  Qar 

When  first  Sir  B. 

Proposed  to  1M9 
1  tink  it  mighty  fine  to  wed ; 

But  when  de  wind 
Begin  to  blow 

I  .wish  myself  back  into  my  bed. 

For  what  wid  storm  and  sailor  boysi 
1  nehbor  did  hear  such  a  noise-^ 

Clar  de  decks,  there,  old  folk,  young  folk, 
Clar  de  decks,  then,  old  folk,  young  fofic. 

«  Oh  !  Mr.  Moon,  you  eomo  too  ooonJ^ 

Oh !  pretty  mpon,  shine  bright  and  soen. 
That  we  may  get  home  by  to  morrow  after¬ 
noon— 

You  Hubby  dear,  top— come  b^clf  soon. 
And  we  shall  get  home  by  to-morrow  after¬ 
noon. 

Cbing, 


While  Pensive* 

WHILE  pensiye  I  thought  on  my  lore. 
The  moon  on  the  mountafti  was 
bright ; 

And  Philomel,  down  in  the  grove. 

Broke  sweetly  the  silence  of  night. 

Oh,  I  wished  that  the  tear-drop  would  fiow ; 

But  1  felt  too.mucb  anguish  fo  weepj 
Till,  worn  by  the  weight  of  my  woe, 

I  sunk  on  my  piUow  fo  sleep. 

Methought  that  my  love,  as  I  ley. 

His  ringlets  all  clotted  with  gore, 

In  the  paleness  of  death  seemM  to  Say, 

Alas  I  we  must  never  meet  more  $ 

Yes,  yes,  my  beloved,  we  must  part ! 

The  steel  of  my  ri^  was  true  : 

The  assassin  has  struck  on  that  heart 
Which  beat  with  such  fervour  for  you.^ 


Poor  Joe  (he  Marine^ 

POOR  Joe,  the  marine,  was  at  Ports¬ 
mouth  well  knpwn, 

No  lad  in  the  corps  dress^  sp  smart; 
The  lasses  ne’er  look’d  op  ^e  yoptb  with  4 
frown, 

His  manliness  won  et’ry  hearL 
Sweet  Polly  of  Portsea  he  took  for  his  bride, 
And  sprely  there  never  was  span 
A  couple  so  gay,  marched  to  church  side  hT 
side. 

As  Polly  and  Jpc  the  matine. 

Ai  Polty  and  Joe,  Ac* 


The  brtebt  torch  of  Hymen  was  icarco  to  a 
maze, 

Wbep  thund’Ttog  drpmi  they  hoard  ruttto, 
And  Joe  in  a  inc^ot  wapforced  to  top  aaas. 
To  l^yn  a  bpl4^eae^  hattle. 

The  action  was  drpadfm,  each  ship  a  mere 
wreck. 

Such  slaughter  few  saiJlors  haye  seen,. 

For  two  hundred  btave  follQW* 
on  toe  deck, 

AniPamoBj^t  them  poor  Joe  (he  ^rtoe. 

'  And  amohjpt  them,  Ac*  . 

But  victory  faithful  to  true  British  tars. 

At  lengto  pnt  nn  audio  the  fight, 

And  homeward  we  steered  full  of  glory  and 

scesa,  I  *  ^ 

And  soon  had  fomedFori^smonth  in  sight. 
The  rajaaparts  wece  crowded  the  heroes  to 
greet. 

And  sweet  Polly  there  foremost  was  seen. 
And  the  very  first  sailor  she  chanced  there 
to  meet, 

Told  the  of  poor  Jpe^  (he  marinet 
Told  flm  fatc^  Ac. 

The  shock  was  severe,  swift  as  lightning’s 
forked  dart. 

Her  poor  head  with  wild  frenzy  fired ; 

She  rushed  from  the  crowd,  cried  alas  my  * 
poor  heart.” 

Clasped  her  hands,  faintly  sighed,  and 
expired. 

Her  body  was  laid  ’neath  the  wide-spreading 
yew. 

And  on  a  smooth  stone  may  be  seen  ; 

One  tear  then  let  fall  all  ye  lovers  so  true, 
On  swept  Polly  and  Jde  the  marinO.”  ' 
On  sweet  Polly,  dtc* 


Thoit  (srt  gome  from  mjf  gext, 

Thou  art  gotie  from  ts,  ||aze  Iflce 
bo^tlfqi  dream. 

And  f  tbee  id  vain 
stream:  '  " 

Oft  1  breath,  'thy 
floating  ) 

Bat  thjf  sweet  Void,  to 
love  sigh. 

In  the  8tilln«S9 

mildly  sbinOt 
My  heart  fQqd}y  hql 
thine: 

For 

That 


TUB  IM^WA¥ 


01  fye  pifda  bow’r  poV/Cqinpsniofl#  i 

£»’iy  simple  «U4^1Uiwct  i 
j|j|ke  ^ 

The  deep  woo4«  W“i  4**^  wilds  npir,  ;*  pfe«- 
suTd- 

For  fhelr  sblitade  spits  my  sad  sorrow  worn 
heart.  ' 

fFAy  are  ff(m*ean4iT*N[  J^eT^ray  f 

WHY  aiwyow  wandoring  here,  I  pray  ? 

An  old  man  asked  a  asaM  ode  ddy. 
Looking  for  poppinsi  eo  brlghtwnd  red* 
Father,  said  she,  'I*m'Wtti«r  led,; 

Fie,  ie|  she  heard  him  cry. 

Poppies, ’tls  known  to  who  rove, 

Grose  in  the  fteld  iad  net  in  tho.^prd. 

Not 'in  the  grove— no^  In  the  grove, 

Grow  in  the  fetd  and  not  ih  the  grove. 

'i^U  me  ag^n,  the  old  man  said, 

'Why  are  yon  prnnderlng  here,  fthr  ipald  ? 
The  nigwipgnle’d  MOg  sp  sweet  pnd  plear. 
Father*  saM  8be,rcproetohe8r-r- 
Fie,  fipi.die  ^erd  htm  cry. 

Poppies j  ’tis  known  to  all  who  rove. 

Grow  in  tbPlteld  and  not  in  flra  grove. 

Not  in  the  grove— not  in  the  grove  y 
Grow  in  the  field  and  not  in  the  grove. 

Tell  me  again,  the  Old  m«hi  sayd,'  ^ 

Why  are  yon  loitering  hPre,  fdir  maid  r 
The  nightingale’s  song  so  sweet  and  dear, 
Father,  laid  she,  l’»  oon»  to  hear-r-  f 
Fie,  fie(  she  beerd bin  cry, 

Nigbttngptle’s  all,  eo  people  ny. 

Warble  by  nig^it,  and  not  hy  dey,*' 

Werble  by  nig^t,  warUe  by  night, 

Warble  by  night,  and  not  hy  dny. 

The  sage  look’d  grave,  the  maiden  shy. 
When.  Lubte  jnmpM  o^er  dw  etyln  hasa  hy, 
The  sage  look’d,  gprnvd^,  and  the  n»aid  inpr^ 

gluiPi 

Lnbln  he  twirl’d  bis  gngpr  apd  tbnmh. 

Fie,  fie  J  was  thp  0^4  wan’e  cry, 

Poppies  like  these,  I  pwP,  fife  rare, 

And  of  such  nightingale’s  songs  beware, 
Such  nighting(ide*8  songs,  pheh  uightin 
gale’ssongt, 

And  of  such  Blghtlnlgde’s  song^  beware. 


The  Red  -CroM  Kn^hi. 

Blow,  wander,  Uetw  thy  sohading  horn, 
Apd  ^y  banner  wave  pn  bighi 
For  the  Chriatiap#  bare  fonght  in  the  Ifoty 

And  bare  won  the  ylctpry. 


Loud  the  warder  hletF(M'hW« 

And  the  banner  wareO  on  high — 

Let  the  mass  he  epig* 

And  tiie  bella  Im  rung. 

And  the  feast  eat  4tpnnrrUy« 

The  warder  look>d/re«  khe  ftewer  on  hi|4i* 

As  far  as  he  could  see— 

‘^I  aeee  bold  taflghti  and  hy  bis  redwroae  * 

He  comes  from  the  east  countsy* 

Tfaealhrad  the  wardw  Uew  hie  born, 

And  called  till  he  was  hoarse— ^ 
see  it  h**!*!  1***%!**,  nnd  on  hisefateldiPrigdiit 
He  heareth  a  flaming  ceoas.'” 

Then  down  the  lord  Pf  tte  Castle  catne 
The  Red  Cross  Knight  to  meet. 

And  when  the  Red  Crosa  Knig^it  he  ’apied 
Right  l^ng  he  did  hfan  ^eL 
Tbop’rt  welcome  here,  dear  B*® 

Knight, 

For  thy  feme’s  well  known  to.me. 

And  the  mass  shall  be  snpg. 

And  the  bells  shall  be  rang, 

And  we’U  feast  right  incffliy' 

The  0id  Cloch* 

Clock  of  the  household  I  the  eeund  ^ 
thy  bell  ■  , 

Telte  the  ho«r,  end  to  many  T*a  aB  ttiou 
can’et  tali'; 

Buttomethou  eanfet  peeachwHbtte  tongue 

of  a  sage,  ,  .  .  i 

And  whisper  Old  totP  from  life’s  earnest 

Thou  ^Ingest  back  visions  <rf  bear^bmm’*" 
inff  tltnesji 

When  fr»y  midnight  str<*o  choms^  ^ 

loud  carol  chimes;  ,  ,  ,  , 

When  pur  chrlstmaa  was  noted  fiw  festival 
mirth. 

And  the  .  merry  new-year  had  o  bmat’rpus 
birOi. 

Thou  hast  broke  on  my  hear  thro*  the  dead 
of  the  night. 

Till  my  spirit  out-wosBrled,  has  praiyed  for 
theUght;  i-t- 

When  thy  eohoing  lone,  ana  a  mother’s 
faint  breath. 

Seem’d  the  sepnlcbre  tidings  that  whisper’d 
.  of  dcoth  t 

I  have  lieten*d  to  thee  when  my  own.ptts 
low^biww' 

Was  wild  in  its  throbbing,  and  deep  in  its 
glp.w »  . 

When  the  BMdpesa  pf  ^Bter,  and  ^gidsh  of 
Left  a£t  i(]i  ovft  abpiild  hear  thee  egein  1 


/ 

lb  TtfE»  ilA^t’WAY  ^JO'NCKSTiil. 


Thou  hast  always  be^  thou'haat  look'd 

upon  *  ' 

On  the  birth,  on  the  bridal,  the  cfadle,  and 
pall: 

To  the  infant  at  play,  ahd  the  stre  turning  gray, 
Thou  hast  spoken  the  warning  of  passing 
away!  ^ 

My  race  may  be  run  wben^  thy  musical 
chime  v 

Will  be  still  ringing  out  in  the  service  of 
time  5  ’ 

And  the  clock  of  the  household  will  shine 
in  tbe*room,  ’  •  ii  ^  ’  (tomb! 
When  I,  the  forgotten  , one,  sleep  in  the 


The  Tar  for  aU  .weather. 

IS  AIL’D  from  the  Downs  in  the  Nancy, 
My  jib  how  she  smack’d  through  the 
breeze, 

She's  a  vessel  as  tight  to  my  fancy 
As  ever  sail’d  on  tlie  salt  seas. 

So  adieu  to  the  white  clifis  of  Britain, 

Our  girls,  and  oifr  deaf  native  shore ; 

For  if  some  hard  rock  we  should  split  on, 
We  shall  never  see  them  any  more* 

But  sailors  were  horn  for  all  weathers. 

Great  guns  let  it  blow  high,  blow  low. 
Our  duty  keeps  us  to  our  tethers. 

And  where  the  gale  drives  we  must  go. 

When  we  enter'd  the  cut  of  jGihraltar, 

I  verily  thought  sheM  have  sunk. 

For  the  wiuji  began,  for  so  to  alter,  f 
She  yaw’d  just  as  tho’  she  was  drunk. 
The  squall  tore  the  mainsail  to  shivers, 

Heiin-a-weatlier,"  the  hoarse  boatswain 
cries  y 

Brace  the  foresail  athwart;  see  she  qui- 
•  .Ters,  j  ,  ,  . 

As  through  the  rough  tempest  she  flies.” 

But  sailors,  dec. 

The  storm  came  on  thicker  and  faster. 

As  Uaek  judt  m  pitch  was  the  sky, 

When  truly  a  doleful  disaster 
‘  Befell  three  poor  feHows  and  I, 

Ben  Buntline,  Sam  Shroud,  and  Dick  Hand- 
sail, 

By  a  blast  that  came  furious 'and  hard, 
Jw|t  while  we  were  fading  the  mainsail. 
Were  ev'ry  soul  swept  nem  the  yard, 

>  But  sailors,  Ac, 

Poor  Ben,  Sam,  and  Dick  cried  peccavi ! 

As  for  I,  at  the  risk  of  niy  usfck. 

While  they  sunk  down  in  peape.to  old  Davy, 
Caught  a  rope,  and  so'mncfed  cm  deck. 


Wbll,  whid*  VouW  you  -have  I  we  were 
stranded. 

And,  out* Of  a  foe  jolly  crew,  * 

Of  three  hundred  that  sail'd,  never  Icnded, 

'  But'I;  hdd  l  ihlnk  twfo^<^tWo.  ' 

-  But  cailors,  &C; 

After  thus  we  at  sea  bad  misoanied. 
Another  guess  wayjset  the  wind ; 

For  to  England  I  came,  and  got  married  -  > 
To  a  lass'&’at  wasobinelj^^aitiddctnd,  ^ ' 

But  whether  for  joy  or  vezatigit*  ;  > '  /•  f 
We  know  not  for  what  we  were  born  y  7 
Perhaps  I  may  find  a  )kind  station*  i 
Perhaps  I  may  touch ^at  Qape  Horn-sv,^;.,  . 

»  iT  f  l  f^Butsailom,  &c# 

'  -i  ■  ■, 

Oh  !  Muy  is  the  ^  Month  for  me. 

^  ^1  ^  I!?,  May,  ^tis  May,  the  fair,  the  bright!. 
JL  The  skies  are  c^lear,  the  winds  are 
light;  : 

O  'er  hill  and  dale^  the  fioWVete  spring. 

And  ribg-doyes^oq,  and  wild  bitds  sing ;  ^ 
While  every  heart  beats  high  with  glee. 

Oh  I  May's  the  merry'  month  for  me* 

She  qomes  like  hope,,  with  smiling  ray, 

And  syrenrvoice  tp  charm. eur  way ; 

And  all  her  verdant  garments  wear 
The  promised  offspring  pf  the  year; 

No  month  so  fair,  no  month  so  ffee—  .v 

Oh !  May's  the  merry  month  for  me* 

The  old  men  dance,  the  old  wives  sing. 

And  hail  with. joy  the  coming  Spring 
And  porous  swmhs,  and  tender  maidSri  t  /. 
In  pairs  retreat  I0  woodland  Shades ;  ■  'V 

Where  love  goes  hfod  in  band  with  glee, — 
Oh  !  May’s  the  merry  month  for  me.  ^ 

•  Can  I  forget  tho$e  silent  tears,  t 

CiiM  I  forget  the  siT^nt  tears  ’  ■  ’ 

Which  I  have  shed  for  thbS^, 

And  all  the  pangs,  doubts,. and  fears,'^  ^ 
Which  scattered  o'er  my  hioom^bfyeaief  ^ 
The  blights  of  misery  i  ' 

j(;?r 

X  neyerclese  my  languid  ^yes,-  ^ , 

Unless  to  dream  of  thee,  ,  . 

My  every  breath  is  bat  tle  sigh, 

*My  every  sound  thejbroken  cry. 

Of  lasting  misery  * 

a  TJke  Maid  I.  adore.,  h  f  T 
OW  soft  is  tbb  transport  of  lore,  ^  * 
When  bekuty  enkitidl^  the  fire; 

How  charming  each  moment  does  preive 
lu  the  presence  bf  her  We  adtniia. 


KTof  lbe  tWwtvr^ay  ’ 

Mpr«  4ej»htj!%r  J>MW»  joj  can  iigptrt,  . 
Than  the  lover  wbj^  ehAAcei|>  to  / 

With  the  maiji  with  hifi  he^rt* 

Than. the  .iover>  i&o. 

His  eyes  a  pure  hri^htnesa  disiloee,  > 

O’er  his  coeeka sweet  coBteatiiientts  spread 
Whose  hioom^s  searoe  veiled  by  the  rose. 
Which  inheiitaiu  virtues  when  ?ilead } 

The  stream ,  when  it  loiteiw  in  ^ease, 

Increases  his  eloquent  pbwers ; 

For  what.ca».a‘ lover  .displease  , 

In  the  presence  of  her  he  adcses? 

Fur  what,  &c. 

Base  and  the  Lily. 

The  ro^e-4iia  tw  lilj^;  their^fcuty  com 
hittlagf,  ^  ^ 

Deligh  t  in  adomifag  a  foriif  so  divine 
Such  charms  to  a  peasant  consi^ihg 
Abf  rou^  Ii'eagn  ? 

Forbid  it-ye  powers  f  to  leve  ’tie  a  treascm : 
Yet  ambition,  assuming  the  seonblance^  of 
reason,  [te  decline. 

Commands  me  with  acorn  theimewi.  liiought 
Wealth  and  power  what  are  worth 
To  pleasure  if  you.  g^e  nirt  nii^  1  • 

Rich  in  ambitron’s  gilded  toys, 

I  barter  them  for  real  joys.  »  ; -  ^ 

I  nder  shall  Jbrget  the  sad  moments 
'  me  iidrted.  ^ 


OH!  I  ne'er  shjdl  forget  the  «ad  moments 
we  parted,.! v>- 

’Twasa  moment  p’erflowiog  wW^  pleasure 

and  psin; 

WhenA  kissed  off  the  tear  feom  her  eyelid 
.that  alerted »i>r  *  ^ 

And  whispered  the.  hope  of  0|ir;  meeting 
again;  .  \ 

In  vain  Ltiaed  ipy  pain  to  hide,;.);: 

When  from  your  arms  Ithurst  qway } 

At  honor’s  call,; fer,  .far  ftpinf  allr 
Those  smileSijOf  love  oft  cheered  ,my  way. 
Oh!  bow  oft  have'I  gaaed  on  the  moon" 

beams,  wbehstSaHiig  /' 

Along  tire  dmk%kvim"0f'a^fhVdi8jtBMiSe^ 
Ob!  it  wakened  my 

feeling,  '  ,  •’*  ' 

To  dvSA  thBt  tbocie  moon-beams  were 
siiriHbg'<«tb<^o]  ■ 

And  then  my  heart  would  an ifkltts  start. 

As  fancy  filled  the  iwelMnj^^ssil, 

Which  bore  me  to  sweet  loVe  and  you, 
Within  my  nativd  Wdodlaod  tile. 


the  stai^ahonb, 

i  bright,  *  ’  ?  v*  *,1; 

And  the  moon  ofec  ^tbo  wateeSiplny  uiii.  H 
When  a  CavaUar  ton  iKiwlstdriw  ire  • 

A  Lady  to  serenade v  .  .. 

To  tend'rest  wp^ds 

And  many  a 

While  o’ei^ana  o’er  he  fppdty  t^Pie, 

••  Sweet  maid !  T  love  hiit  thee,  ’ 

Sweet  maid  I  sweet  nMdd  1  sWeet  mSid ,  P 
love  but  thee,  ) 

Sweet  maid!  sweet  maid  1  ^  sweet  waid,  I 

love  but  theer.’^*^  ;m' 

He  rais’d  his  eye  to  her  lattice  high. 

While  he  softly  breath’d  bis  ho^s^  ^ 
With  amazement,  he  sees  swing  About 

the  breeze,  •  ■  . 

All-ready,  a  ladder  of  ropes  I j  .  > 

Up,  up  he  has  gphe.ihsi  hird  w ^  , 

What  is  this  o^.^^e  gro.und  'l.  quoth 

he~-*!  j! V' .  ••  ' 

Oh  its  plain  that  she  loves,  here^s  some 
gentleman’STglOveB,  • 

She’s  off  :-^4  its  not  witl{  me.” 

Por  these  glovesV  thebe  gWes,  thfty  never 
helpi»g!dj|()jme..  j  ■ ; 

For  these  gloves,  these  glpyeSr  ^©7 

belong’id  >19  ^ 

Of  course,  you’d  have  thought  heM  have 
c  folhw’d.w 

As  that  was  a  “  duelling  age,’’  • 

But,  th^i  gay  CavaKer  he  quite  scorn  a  the 
idea  ,  * 

Of  putting  himself  in  a  ragOh  •  ^  i  1  *' ) 

More  wise  by  far,  hS  put  up  his  goiter ; 

And  as  Homewsrd  he  wentj  sung  he,  a 
When  a  lady  elopes— down  a  ladder  of 

r.c’.ropesw^'^o^,  '  r 9it  1 

,  She  may  go  to.  Hong  Kongj^^  fcnc  ine^^*^: 

She  may  go,  she  may  go,  sWs  ssify  go  to 
,  Koo^for.me.  ,  .  .  . 

She  may  go,  she  inny,.go,^^ho^,i»ay  go  to 
Hong  Kongifor  n^o.  , , , 


!  ^  Bhtk  Ey’ii“Susiaiinahl 

I;y£  hfeiji  to  IhOiEart,  r!»e  ^n  to  the 
'.West,  .  ,■ 

^Vo,^en,mH»4w»>^..lL  ’  ' 

There  is  no  one  there,  or  any  where, 
like  mji  ch«W“ing',^«»i«W»*4^  . 

CHORVS, 

For  jbe  is  hlack— -thikt  is  a’fiket. 

For  she  is  black— that  is  a  faet. 


]f2  T»B  BAUWAY  BOKOBTiaU 


Spok€n.^Ho^  dajott  know  tdie  wis  black  1 
why— 

IVa  bean  to  the  East,  FaebeM  to  tbe'Wfit, 
IVe  been  to  ole  Carolina,  ^  ^ 

Of  all  the  gala  that  I  lab  best. 

Is  my  btoek  ey*d  Smuanndi, 

I  once  did  lore  a  pretty  gal, 

A  ^  they  called  Miss  Dinah, 

She  lives  away  down  in  the  south. 

Right  down  in  ole  Carolina. 

1  wrote  a  letter  to  my  lub,  ^ 

It  was  down  in  ole  Carolinay 
And  ebery  word  that  J  did  write. 

Was  my  charming  Susiamiafa* 

There  was  a  gal  in  New  Orleans, 

Her  name  was  Miss  Dinah, 

She  stole  dis  niggers  heart  away. 

Right  down  in  Alabama. 

Broken  hearted,  den  I  feel, 

I  was  shocked  in  such  a  manner, 

I  could  not  play  the  good  old  tune. 

Till  I  married — Sosianndi. 


The  Girl  my  heart. 

The  girl  of  my  heart,  Uke  the  pture  hluah 
of  morning, 

E’er  a  cloud*  haUi  presum’d  on  its  beau¬ 
teous  clear  aky^  r 

She  beam’d  upon  moctals— lefireshing — 
adoring. 

This  Mrth  with  a  brilliancy  caught  from 
high. 

Of  hearts  the  adored  one— whilst  virtue 
pomssing. 

Her  smile  gave  distinction — her  favours 
were  fame ; 

The  pride  of  creation — its  joy  &  its  blessing, 
’Twas  woman  in  innocence— praise  to  the 
namel 

The  girl  of  my  heart— ah!  mnst  shame 
write  her  story! 

One  false  step  to  darkness  consigns  her 
alone ; 

Cast  down  like  the  first  sinniag  iiogel  from 
glory. 

Of  bur  set  the  j^y^the  scorn  ofher  owa. 
No  hope  of  remission  to  her  fault  is  given. 
The  snow’s  sallied  whiteness  tears  msy 
not  recall  ;  ' 

She  wanders,  the  outcast  of  earth  and  of 
heaven, 

’Tis  wotten  degmded*^ !  weep  fbr  her 
fall. 


TAereV  «  good  time  coming, 

•  good  tin»p«imiiig; 

X  A  gMd  tua«>o««iiigi~> 

W.aiay  iiot'Uv.  toM.  tM  dcy,  '  ^ 

But  Wu  sh.ll  gllMOii  in  the  taj. 

Of  the  good  tan,  .oaring. 

CaMM»  au^  aid  tb.  iratb. 

But  thought’s  a  araaponatrongea^ 

We’U  wui  ow  hattl.  hj  its  aid** 

Wut  a  little  Ioagat«  i*- 

Thtte’a  a  good  tiae,  &a« 
There*,  a  good  time  oomiag,  boys— 

A  good  thae  coming—  > 

The  pen  alMll  seMrsMe  the  sword. 

And  right,  not  might,  sfaadlli>e  the  lord. 

In  the  good  dme  eeaHtag. 

Worth,  numhirthi  shall  raw  koankind. 

And  be  mnowledjged  stronger— 

The  proper  impuU*  nas  been, given — 
Wait.alUB.  longer. 

l%ere’s  a’  good  time,  &e. 

There’s  a  good  tiaae  coming,  boys— 

A  good  time  coming— 

And  a  poor  man’s  family 
Shall  eot  ha  hia  misery,  ' 

In  the  good  time  coming. 

Every  child  diaU  he  a  Iwlp 
To  make  hip  right  arm  streagwt 
The  happier  he,  tb«  mmre  he  haa«^ 

Wait  a  little  loraet.  • 

Ihers’a  a  good  ttoie,  Ate*  . 
There’s  a  g^ood  Uma  coning,  hoys— 

A  goodtime  ebmihg- 
Litde  shsM  not  tott 

Under  or  above  the  soil. 

In  tba  good  thaw  eomiag. 

But  shall  play  in  healthful  gold, 

'nU  iiiabs  and  mind  grow  stronger— 

And  every  one  shall  reu  and  write-^ 
Waite  little  longer. 

There’s  a  good  tifflo,  &c. 
There’s  a  good  time  ceasing,  hoys— 

A  good  timecoming— 

The  people  shall  b«  temperate. 

And  shall  love  insfOad'oi  hate. 

In  the  good  tim.  coming. 

They  sbaU  use,  and  not  shos,. 

And  make  all  virtue  stiougar— 

The  reiotmntum  bap,hsgua— 

Wait  a  little  longer. 

, !  ThamTp  »  good  tiaaf»  &Q. 
There’s  a  good  time  oonuag,  hoys— 

A  good  tiBDW  ooasing— 

Let  ns  aid  it  all  wn  onn. 

Every  womiMB,  (srary  man. 

Ihe  good  timo  owaing. 


T»S  RAtLWA^Y  SOMGSTSlt. 


Smallest  bsli»v  if  r*«n> 

Make  the  impulse  stronger ; 

T»1H  its  sorwif  unoogh  one  day— 

Wait  a  Uttle  longer.  '  ^  , 

Tbeife*k  a;  good  time,  «c. 

■.  ,1-  .  .  ■  ' : 

Son^  ^  the  BacchatiiUlt* 

COME,  fill  up  the  goblet- thouj^  sages 
of  old 

Brimmed  the  red  wine  of^Crete  in  pure  gob- 
lets  of  gold;  . 

We’ll  adopt  a  new  plan,  and  our  cup  abaU, 
to  win. 

Take  its  value  without  from  the  liquor 

within.  -  i  SI. 

Ere  we  leave  for  a  momeat  tha  joya  that  it 
briuga,  '  ^ 

Time  ebrfl  moult  every  feather  from  oflf 
of  its  wings ;  • 

And  our  toast  shaU  be,  th»  inclination  to 
sway,—  A  ^ 

•  He  who  drinks  1111^  to-morrow  drowns  care 
for  to  day!' 

The  emperor  sits  on  hia  canopied  throne, 
And  commands  this  or  that  to  be  done  or 
undone  ^ 

While  wrapt  in  his  robes,  ’mid  his  jewels  so 
rare,  .  • 

No  mortal,  he  fancies,  with  him  can  com- 

.X  J 

But  we  much  better  know,  as  we  sit  round 
tfiebowl,  ..X  .  ,j 

And  quaff  the  bright  current  that  gladdens 
the  souf; 

That  draughts,  such  as  these,  will  to  fancy 
add  wings, 

And  in  one  hour  more  make  each  one  ol  us 

kings. 


The  sage  poodens  orer  Oe  vast  tfainga  of 

ewll*>  ■  XL 

And  wonders  what  power  t»  att  these  gave 

birth;  x  .l  x 

He  peers  toreugh  his  glass  at  the  star- 

spangled  sky, , 

And  pours  o’er  his  book  with  inquisitive  eye ; 
But  his  trouble  is  vain,  far  be  knows  less 

Who  cwld  faSom,  by  drinking,  the  depths  | 

For  if  he’de^iU  pde  Imna’s  teight  hue, 

He  wouW  ^ 

would  see  too ! 

The  lever  de^ts  in-  seA  eceents  and  si(fbs, 
And  fond  homage  pays  to  his  mMMSs  s  eyes ; 


But  excuse  Mm  we  ndgbt  If  they  sphrtilfid 
as  clear,  j  ' 

Or  eqmdled-tn  la«tr«  the  brttHancjtflmw. 
Then  fill  tq)  tliegoMe^  for  Time’s Isirtbteed 

wings  \ _ 

^NMld  be  damped  from  foe  source  whence 
forgetfulness  springs ; 

And  with  fofofoi  omr  maxim,  HI  topers  we 
swey?— ■ 

‘  He  who  drinks- till  to-monow  drowns  cate 
for  day !’ 

7%e  Teien. 

The  breese.  was  fresh,  the  ship  in  stays, 
Each  breaker  hushed,  foe  shore  a  hasp. 
When  Jack  no  more  on  duty  call’d. 

His  true-love’s  tokens  overhaul’d: 

The  broken  gold,  foe  braided  hair. 

The  tender  motto  writ  so  fair, 

Upon  his  ’bacco^bcHC  he  views, 

Nancy  the  poet,  love  the  muse : 

«  If  you  love  I  as  I  love  you. 

No  pair  so  bap]^  aa  we  too.’’ 

The  storm— that  like  a  shapeless  wt^ 
Had  strew’d  wHh  rigging  all  foe  deck, 

That  tars  for  sharks  had 
And  left  foe  ship  a  bulk— had  ceased ; 
When  Jack,  as  with  h'is  nfoksmates  dOar,  , 
He  shared  foe  grog  foeir  hearts  to  dteer ; 
Took  from  fits  ’bacco-box  a  quid. 

And  spelt,  tor  comfort,  on  foe  lid; ,, 
j  If  you  love  f,  ^  ^c. 

The  bahtle— that  wifo>bosT<w  grim, 
i  Had  mad^  rarag<ed  Ufa  and  Umb,; , 

Had  scuppers  drench’d  with  human  gore, 
it  And  widow’d  many  a  wife— wm  o’ot^ 
When  Jack,,  to,  his  couwanions  dear,  ; 

1  Firstpaid'foe  tribute  of  a  tetf  ; 

Then  as  hfo  'bacco-box  he  M<1>. 

,  Restored  bis  comfori  w  he  sppU’d.  , 
f  '  «« If  you  love  I,’’  Sic. 


The  voyage— that  had  been  long  and  hard. 
But  that  had  yieUed  full  cewaid;. 
Thatbmught.eetfo  sifoos  to.  his  foiend, 
Happy  a#d  rich— was  at  an  end ;, 

When  Jack,  his  tpUs  aud  perils  a’er. 
Beheld  his  Nancy  on  foe  fonre ; 

He  then  hia  ’focco^wx  display’d, 

And  cried,  and  seized  foe  wilUng  mrid, 

« If  you  love  I,  ”  Ac- 

The  homee  qf  EnglmdL 

The  stately  homes  of  Engtend^ 

Hew  beautifal'tbey  stand! 
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Amidat  their  tall  ancestral  trees,..; 

O’er  all  the  pleasant  land ;  » 

The  deer  across  the  ^reen  sward  hound,. 

Through  shade  and  sunny  gleam ; 

And  the  swan  glides  past  them  with  the 
Of  some  rejoicing  stream.  [sound 

The  merry  homes  of  England ! 

Around  their  hearths  by  night, 

What  gladsome  looks  of  household  love 
Meet  in  the  ruddy  light ; 

There  woman’s  voice  flows  forth  in  song, 
Or  childhood’s  tale  is  told. 

Or  lips  move  tunefully  along 
Some  glorious  page  of  bid  I 
The  free,  fair  homes  of  England, 

Long,  long  in  hut  and  hall, 

May  hearts  of  native  proof  be  reared, 

To  guard  each  hallowed  wall ; 

And  green  for  ever  be  the  groves, 

And  bright  the  flowery  sod,  ^ 

Where  first  the  child’s  glad  spirit  loves 
Its  country  and  its  God  ! 


Shout  for  the  merry  Gipsy  Band. 

1ST  to  the,  lay  of  a  gipsy  band, 

Merrily  roaming  from  land  to  land, 
Free  as  the  lark’s  fleet  wings  above, 

Fearing  no  hate,  nor  courtiiig  love, 

We  borrow  from  all,  yet  none  we  owe, 
Laugbin  g  at  law  where’er  we  go^ — , 

The  fattest  deer  in  park  or  wood. 

Of  knight,  or  peer,  supplies  us  food. 

Our  drink’s  the  best,  though  contraband, 
Then  shout  for  the  merry  gipsy  band. 

The  townsman  may  boast  that  three  homes 
hath  he, 

But  we  have  a  hundred,  all  rent  free ; 
Nothing  we  pay  for  coals  or  clothes, 

Yet  we  have  a  fire  where  hedgewood  grows. 
The  rich  man’s  larder  hath  not  better  fere, 
Dainties  of  brook,  of  earth,  and  ahr^ — 

In  our  abodes  we  do  not  writhe 
Beneath  a  load  of  tax  or  tithe. 

No  care  in  head,  no  coin  ki  hand,^ 

Then  shout  for  the  merry  gipsy  band.  « 
The  wealthy  may  boast  of  their  stately  halls. 
Streaming  light  from  pictured  walls. 

Of  moulded  ceilings,  grided  domes, 

Flower’d  carpets  o’er  their  rooms — 

But  we  are  rich  as  they  below  (  aloof  > 

The  grass  our  floor,  the  sky  our  roof. 

)  The  bonny  rays  of  yonder  moon 

Can  match  the  blaze  of  their  gaMaloon. 

We  have  healthier  cheeks,  U^thlmgh  they’re 
tanned, .  '  ^  V 

Then  shout  for  the  merry  gipsy  hand..  \ 


Wtrry  ridioulou^l  j 

YOU’VE  b^atd  Mr*  Nicholas  saj  of  his 
Julia,  ,, 

Tbpre  ab^t^r  so  very  pekoliar. 

But  I  wisb,  being  now  In  the  answering  way. 
To  his  feature  1  might  ^a  like  compliment 

pay;- 

He  was  shott  and  snub-flos’d,  and  a  himpe^ 
rent  fellow,  •  v  > 

'And  his  teeth,  as  the  glove  on  his  hand,  w|s 
as  yeUow ;  '  . 

When  be  grlhn’d,  what  a  bull-and-mbuth 
Ja,w  had  young  ^icbolas !  '  ^ 

Not  only  disgusting,  bfit  werrj^  ridiculous. 

Nbtbnly, 

He  tells  you  the  fact,  how  we  j^et  at  a  ball, 
And  he  was  my  partner,  pv  have  none  at  aU: 
But  iauks  !  I  was  hurt  at  his  being  polite, 
He  thought  me  an  angd,  I  thought  him  a 
fright. 

If  I  lisp’d  him  a  question,— now  was’t  it 
shocking 

He  lisp’d  me  an  answer  as  if  he  were  moch^ 

.  ing ! 

I  blush’d— and  he  thought  it  was  love,  did 
j  youfig  Nicholas  I 

’Twas  but  at  his’  dancing,  so  werry  ridicu¬ 
lous.  ’Twas  but,  <fec. 

Ye  gods!  only  judge  of  my^woe,  when  to 
dance> 

He,  bowing  and  scraping,  one  night  did  ad¬ 
vance. 

With  woulez  wbus  danser  9  which 

he  did  mean,. 

JFltt  you  be  my  partner  9^'*- — Oh!  judge 
,  c)f  the  scene !  , . 

The  wretch  had  approached  me— it  really 
was  shocking — 

In  black  tights  that  ended  in  white  cotUm 
siockingSy 

My  heart  was  too  hurt  to  reprpve  Mr.  Ni¬ 
cholas, 

Though  his  conduct,  ycMi’ll  own,  was  most 
monstrous  ridiculous ! 

*  Though  hi»  conduct,^  <&€».: 

I  rose  from  my  seat,  and  bade  him  depart. 
With  a  look  that  ought  sooh*  to  have  broken 
his  heart;  ^  *• 

But  still  he  persisted,  and  daid,  ^^Ab,  pro¬ 
voker!  ' 

You  don’t  mean  to  dance  with  young  Balls, 
thepawhbrbkeri’^  ^ 

IWepledgek  mj^elf  t6  him,  said T;  ^for 
the  night,  '  ' 

H^e  capers  ;  in  ,  nankeens  and  stofiklngSToi 

.  .  -  .WhUajt  ;  .  .7?  ■  -  ‘-t* 
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While 

Nicholas  I 

Your  magple-Ilke  toga  are  so  ivrerry  ndiou-  i 
lous!  ”  •  '  • 

Your,  mi^ie-like  legs,  «c* 

I  danc’4  all  the  liight,  and  I  flitted  jmy  fa^. 
With  yoUiig  Kir  .  Balls,  the  deW  delicate  man ; 

As  dancing  I’m  fond  of,  I  think ‘you'll  agree,  I 
A  pawnbroker  was  the  beat  partner  for  me. 

^  I've  married,  to  make  the  wretch  happy 

And  we’ve  Sahces,  and-— three  b^s  right 
over  the  door—  . 

While  pining  and  lisping,  I’ve  left  Mr.  Ni¬ 
cholas,  ,  ^  .  , 

His  horrid  black  breechw  were  far  too  ridi¬ 
culous,' 

His  horrid  black  breeches,  4iC. 

The  happy  days  gone  hy. 

Aia _ “  The  inei^  days  of  old.” 

OH !.  the  happy  da5^s,  the  days  gone  by. 
When  him  1  loved  iivaB  near. 

To  breathe  my  vows  .of  happiness. 

In  words  to  meniory  dear. 

Or  joining  in  the  merry  da.nce. 

In  joy  the  moments  fly  ; 

Oh !  they  inde^  were  happy  days, 

The  happy  days  gone  by !  ^ 

But  now,  alas!  I’m  left  alone  , 

In  solitude  to  pine,  ‘ 

Forsaken  by  the  only  one 
Whose  happiness  was  mine. 

But  memory  will  bring  back  the  days 
When  joyous  first  we  met ; 

Oh  !  those  indeed  were  happy  days. 

My  heart  can  ne’er  forget. 

The  cross  old  Shchelor, 

OF  all  the  misdiievous  things  in  life. 

Such  a  one  may  I.  ne’er  catch,  O  tor ! 
For  gossip,  for  chatter,  for  tumult,  and  strile. 
As  a  stingy,  stingy  cross  old  bachelor. 

°  Stingy,  dkc. 

He  pries  into  this,  and  he  pries  into  that ; 
Hb  yrill  iniist  be  follow’d,  ,  his  word 
iriusibe  aiW*  ,  -  :  . 

He  snarls  at  the  children,  he  kicks  the  tom 

cat,  '  ■  "  * 

the  spiteful,  fr^htWk  ^tafol  oU  bache- 
lor  I  > 

Spiteful,  fiilghtf^  dkc. 


To  nice  young 

Prates  he  of  trouble  fori  hwk  of  gold  ; 

And  caloulateswedlodr’irtso  mwebperheM, 
And  swears  that- wIvW'  do  nought  - but 
sooM,  > 

The  stingy,  spiteful,  cross  old  bachelor. 

r  The  stingy,  &c. 

If  I  had  my  way,  hut  poor  i  wOmett  have  ncrt, 
A  sCaredrbW  I’d  make  him,  hung  .  up  in 
rh6  stra^sr  ^  ^ 

By  all  the  old  ihalds  in  the  town  to  bfe  shot. 
The  spiteful,  frightful,  spiteful  old  hacher 
tor! 

Of  all  the  mischievous,  <fec. 

Of  all  the  exquisite  things  in  this  life. 

Such  a  thing  vyouldn’t  I  snatch,  O  tor  I 
A  spinster  to  turn  into  a  loving  wife,  .  7 
In  a  charming,  charming,  nice  young  ba¬ 
chelor  !  Charming,  &c. , 

He’d  ask  for  a  kiss,  I’d  not  refuse  that. 

My  way  would  I  take,  my  word  would  be 
law:  [tom-^t 

He’d  nurse  the  dear  children,  hefdi  pet  the 
•  The  charming,  dec. , 

If  a  sweet  young  man  now  wishes  to  wedi 
I  don’t  thirtk  tWeh^  a  day  too  old ; 

He’ll  find  with  me  he  has  nothing  to  dread. 
For  I  really  do*i*t  know  how  to  sCifld. 

A  charmibg,  dkc. 

He  shall  have  his  o¥n' w>ay,  which  dll  l^is- 
hands  have  not,  , ,  -v  > 

Fot  woman’s  dominions  I  don’t  cirtb,  a 

strdw  r  ,  i.' 

He  shall  rifever  repent  if  he’ll  alter  his  tor. 
The  chhrming,  chatmlng,  nice  young  ba- 
dbelor ! 

Charming,  dkc. 


The  China  Man  with  his  Monkey 
Nb^e.  „ 

IN  China  once  there  dwelt  a  great  man, 

-  Hiename  was  Chlck-chack-ton-aAtun- 
,  t&tV, 

His  legs  were  long  and  his  feet  so  small, 
this  Chinaman  couldn’t  walk  at  all ; 

His  servante  iwed  to  carry  him  out  ■  - 
Upon  their  backs,  and  the  folks  would  shout 
“  0  lopkee  here  qomes  !r70h,  dere  be  gow, 
'  The  Chinaman  with  his  monkey  n(Me'.’’ 

So  cbickara-cboo-chl^cho-cbut-la, 
Checkolo,  roonee,  ning  o  ping  nang, 

.  Pagoder  wa  dusta  canta  kCe; 

Gttunee  po  hottee  pi  China  coo  1 
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This  Chinainiiii  had  plenty  of  pel^' 

He  liv’d  in  a  mansion  by  himself  ^ 

And  next  door  was  his  servants’  abode. 
Now  was  not  that  a  singular  mode? 

Two  men  he  hired  to  carry  him  out, 

But  they  turn’d  out  to  be  robbers  stout ; 
He  paid  them  well,  and  gave  them  clothes. 
The  Chinaman  with  his  monkey  nose. 

So  chickara,  &c. 

One  day  this  Chinaman  fell  in  love. 

And  fancied,  he  said,  Miss  Telco  Dove ; 

So  one  of  his  servanis  carried  him  quick, 
The  other  bent  forward  with  a  stick:; 

On  a  two-legg'd  horae  he  look’d  such  a  gill. 
They  took  him  some  miles  and  ston’d  on  a 
hill;  ^ 

Then  into  a  ditch'  the  robber  throws 
The  Chinaman  with  his  monkey  nose. 

So  chickara,^ «fec. 

Some  China  ladies  then  from  the  town. 

Ran  up  the  hiU,  and  roU’d  him  down. 

From  top  to  bottom — they  then  began 
To  tickle  and  play  with  the  Chinaman. 
From  him  they  most  took  all  his  breath. 

For  they  nearly  kiss’d  this  man  to  death  ; 

At  any  rate,  they  all  stopp’d  his  woes. 

The  Chinaman  with  his  monkey  nose. 

So  chickara,  «fec. 

These  Chinese  ladies,  so  fine  and  gay. 
Resolv’d  to  carry  him  home  next  day ; 

house  they  reach’d  once  more. 
With  all  the  ladies,  and  lock’d  the  door. 

The  robbers  plunder’d  his  house  entire. 
Then  set  the  ladies  and  him  on  fire ; 

All  in  the  house  bad  a  fire  repose. 

The  Chinaman  and  his  monkey  nose. 

So  chickara,  &c. 

Joe  and  Bet, 

Parody  on  “Jeannette  and  Jeannot.” 

YOU  are  going  far  away,  -far  away  from 
poor  old  Bet; 

There’ll  be  no  one  left  behind  you,  yet  you 
wiU  not  forget ; 

But  my  heart  will  be  with  yon,  Joe,  when 
on  a  different  beat  you  go  ! 

Can  you  look  me  in  the  face,  and  say  the 
same,  old  Joe?  ^ 

Whenj^pu  wear  the  coat  of  blue,  and  the 
slap-up  ghiny  tile, 

You’H  look  jrat  like  a  lobster,  that  hasn’t 
Had  a  boil  ; 

With  your  truncheon  in  your  pocket,  and 

V  ,n 

you  II  be  taking  some  young  housemaid, 
and  be  making  her  your  bride. 


Ahd  when  you  goes  en  duty,  ytm’E  be  ibudlk 
rushing  on. 

Never  thinking,  if  you  okok  ’em,  tlmt  theft 

I  happiness  is  gone  f 

And  if  you'goee  on  well,  perhaps  a  sergeant 
you  may  be. 

That  Is  if  you  keep  steady,  and  don’t  go  on 
the  spree. 

But  were  I  queen  to-ds^,  my  will  sfaotOd  be 
my  own, 

I’d  have  no  peelers  walk  abroad,  or  lusby 
swells  1‘rotn  hom&; 

All  the  men  should  be  in  and  good 
wives  assert  their  rights ; 

And  the  men  be  kept  well  undefy  then  all 
thinj^  would  go.jighte 

I  like  your  speakiag,  Betfy;  bmt  I  under¬ 
stand  my  trade, 

Of  feeling  young  swells’  pockets,  to  see  what 
can  be  made ; 

Or  place  ’em  on  a  stretcher,  and  bind  each 
hand  and  knee ; 

Or  get  up  a  case  at  Newgate,  and  get  extra 
pay,  d’ye  see. 

But  as  for  girls,  my  dearest  Bet,n  no  oflier 
one’s  for  Joe, 

For  I  recollect  the  bits  of  brown  you  gave 
me  down  below: 

So  a  kiss,  my  dearest  Betty— let  all  your 
crying  cease. 

For  your  Joe  will  be  a  stunner,  while  he-s 
in  the  new  police. 


In  happy  moments, 

IN  happy  moments,  day  by  day, 
The  sands  of  life  mey  pass. 
In  swift,  but  tranquil  tide,  away. 
From  Time’s  unerring  glass. 


Yet  hopes  we  used  as  bright  to  deem. 
Remembrance  will  recalh 
Whose  pure  and  whose  unfoding  beam 
Is  dearer  tham  they  all.  ** 


Though  anxious  eyes  upon  ns  gaze. 
And  hearts  with  fondbess  beat. 
Whose  smite  upon  each  feature  plays 
With  truthfulness  replete.  ’ 


Some  thoughts  none  others  can  replace, 
";®™e®braiice  will  recall  ;• 

Which,  in  the  flight  of  years  we  trace. 
Is  dearer  than  they  all. 


i&m 
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My  Nannie,  O! 

Behind  yon  hllls,  where  Lugar 
flows, 

*Mang  moors  and  mosses  many  O  ; 
The  wintry  eun  the  day  has  closed, 
And  i’U  awa  to  Nanny,  O. 

The  vres'lan*  wind  blows  loud  an* 
chill, 

Tbenigbt'sbaith  mirk  and  rainy,  O  ; 
But  i'll  get  my  plaid,  an’  out  i"il 
steal, 

An’  owre  the  hills  to  Nannie,  O. 

I  My  Nannie ’s  charming,  sweet,  an 
i  .  young  ; 

Nae  artfu’  wiles  to  win  ye,  O  ; 

I  May  ill  befa*  the  flatt’ring  longue. 
That  wad  beguile  njy  Nannie,  O  ! 
I  Her  face  is  fair,  her  heart  is  true. 

As  spotless  as  sbe’s  bonnie,  O  ! 
The  op'ning  gowan,  wet  wi’  dew 
Nae  purer  is  than  Nannie,  O. 

A  country  lad  is  my  degree, 

An*  few  there  be  that  ken  me,  O  ; 
But  what  care  1  how  few  they  be, 
I’m  welcome,  aye  to  Nannie,  O. 
My  riches  a*  *s  my  penpy-fee, 

An’  I  maun  guide  it  cannie,  O  ; 
But  warl’s  gear  ne’er  troubles  me. 
My  thoughts  are  a’  my  Nannie,  O, 

pur  auld  gudeman  delights  to  view 
His  sheep  and  kye  thrive  bonnie,  O  ; 
But  I’m  as  blythe  that  hands  his 
plaugh. 

An’  hae  nae  care  but  Nannie,  O. 
Come  weal,  come,  come  wae,  1  care 
na  by, 

I’ll  tak’  what  Heav’n  will  sen’  me, 

Naeither  care  in  life  ha’e  I, 

But  live,  an’  love  my  Nannie,  O. 


Sally  in  our  Alley.  J 

OF  all  the  girls  that  are  so  smart,  | 
There’s  none  like  pretty  Sally  ; 
She  is  %he  darling  of  my  heart,  I 

And  she  lives  in  our  alley*  I 

There  is  no  lady  in  the  land  ^ 

I’hat’s  half  so  sw’eet  as  Sally,  I 

She  is  the  darling  of  iny-heart,  | 

And  she  lives  in  our  alley.  ^ 


Her  father  he  makes  cabbage  nets. 
And  through  the  streets  does  cry 
'em; 

Her  mother  she  sells  laces  long 
To  such  as  please  io  buy  ’em. 

But  sure  such  folks  cvould  never  own 
So  sweet  a  girl  as  Sally  ; 

She  is  the  darling  of  my  heart 
And  she  lives  in  our  alley* 


Of  all  the  days  that’s  in  the  week,  * 
1  dearly  love  but  one  day. 

And  that’s  the  day  that  comes  bet  weeh 
A  Saturday  and  Monday  ; 

For  then  I’m  dressed  all  in  my  best, 
To  roam  abroad  with  Sally  ; 

She  is  the  darling  of  my  heart, 

And  she  lives  in  our  alley* 


When  Christmas  comes  about  again,. 
Oh  !  then  1  shall  have  money  I  ^ 
I’ll  hoard  it  up,  and  box  and  all. 

I’ll  give  it  to  my  honey.  • 

And  would  it  were  ten  thousand 
pounds. 

I’d  give  it  all  to  Sally  ; 

SheJs  the  darling  of  my  heart, 

And  she  lives  in  our  alley. 
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